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centage of grit to work on when we were first served; but the-
last rations of sand were altogether too much. The saucepan
was wiped out with a wisp of alfa grass, and we drank our wine
from it; then it was filled with water, which was put on the
fire,to boil for the coffee. This was no place for fastidious-
ness, and we laughed heartily at the idea of our being so indif-
ferent to details which would have disgusted us under ordinary
circumstances.

We were now within eight miles of our destination, but how
we were to leave the shelter of the hills and cross the broad ex-
panse of desert below us became a serious question, of comfort
if nothing else. The sirocco steadily increased, and the plain
was now under a drifting cloud of sand blown by a westerly
wind; we were still on high ground, and the sky was blue and
cloudless above us, but as we went lower we found ourselves in
comparative darkness where we could not see more than a few
feet ahead. We had enveloped our heads with handkerchiefs,
leaving only one eye uncovered. Our horses became almost
unmanageable, and when spurred to go faster than a walk they
kicked and whirled round as if anxious to rid themselveg of
their riders. Round their eyes they wore spectacles of sand,
which had gathered in a thick rope on the lids, continually
moistened by their tears. We stumbled into a travelling fam-
ily, where the women were crouching behind their camels,
which were being beaten but refused to go on, and lay with
;their noses to the ground, where they could breathe more easily.
>0ne of the orderlies rode a vicious horse, and on two occasions
'I barely escaped having my leg broken by a kick. ' My sketch-
ing-stool, hanging before my shin, was broken; and had it not
been there my tibia would certainly have suffered instead, and
I should have been in an unpleasant predicament, separated as
we were from each other, out of sight and hearing. I thea